Some men are wise in love, some fools*   Let both,
reading my passionate verse, forbear to scold
my dubious grey head*   The spark is loth
to die within the ash when the brand's cold*
Slow in green wood, though blown, is fire's growth,
but in the dry 'tis instant in its gold*
And did not snowy fleece break Dian's oath,
and Dawn surrender to Tithonus old?
Reader, I'll not grow moping-melancholy
by conning Plato till my dull eyes blear,
nor I'm not Icarus nor Phaethon,
headstrong or mad in their extreme of folly*
No need to ape the Thief or Charioteer,
who by my own free will drown, burn, am gone.